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To Painters now my court reſpectful pay; 
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Now (ever welcome !) on 


t Tempeſtas; 
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Drop in at Wi 
Now, at St. James 8, about HanpDerL prate, 


Juſt as the Maggot bites, I take my 
Odes, ſee Lords and 
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REA DER, 


1 Think it neceſſary to inform 
thee, if thou haſt not read Mr. WARTON'S 
Ode, that I mean not to ſay that he hath, 
totidem verbis, ſung what I have aſſerted of 
ba therefore beg that my Ode may be 
confidered/as an. Amplification de in- 


genious LAUREAT's Idea: 
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ore Reader! if, by God's — Gan 
Or (what's more ſought) good Intereſt at GOA | 
Thou get'ſt, of Lyric Trumpeter, the Place, 5 
And hundreds are, like Gudgeons gaping for't ; 
Hear! (at a Palace if thou mean'ſt to thrive) 
And of a WP Coachman learn to drive. | 


Whene'er employ'd to celebrate a King, 

Let Fancy lend thy Muſe its loſtieſt wing— 
Stun with thy Minſtrelſy th'affrighted ſphere ; 

Bid thy Voice thunder like a hundred Batteries; 

For common Sounds, conveying common:F latteries, 4 
Are Zephyr 8 ring to . 1 NN Ear. | 


\ 


Ka Slut like, « on Pani each Monanh crams: 
Hot Spices ſuit alone their pamper d Nature: 

Alas! the Stomach, parch' d by burning drams, 
With mad-dog Terror ſtarts at ſimple Water. 


Fierce 


E 1 


Fierce is each royal Mania for "Applauſe; 

And, as a Horſe-pond wide, are Monarch Maws,— 
Form'd therefore on a pretty ample ſcale : 

To ſound the decent Panegyric Note, 

To pour the modęſ Flatt' ries down their throat, 
Were offering ſhrimps for dinner to a Whale. 


And mind, whene'er thou ſtrik'ſt the Lyre to Kings, 
To touch to Abigails of Courts, the Strings ;— 
Give the Queen's Toad- eater a handſome Sop, 
And ſwear ſhe always has more Grace 
Than ev'n to ſell the meane/t place 
Swear too, the Woman keeps no Title- Shop ; 


Sells not, like Jews in Paul's Church-Yard their Ware, 
Who on each Paſſenger for Cuſtom ſtare; 

And, in the happy Tones of Traffick, cry, 

wy Sher / vat FIR buy, Sher Madam / vat ws buy * 


Thus, 


a 


Thus, Reader, ends the Prologue to my ode! | 
The true-bred Courtiers wonder whilſt I preach,— 
And, with grave Vizards, and fſtretch'd Eyes to god; L 
Pronounce my Sermon A moſt i impious Speech: 
With all my Spirit let chem damn my Lays— 
A Courtier's Curſes are exalted Praiſe. 


1 aan a ſtartled Morliſt exclaim, 

„ Fie, PETER, PETER! fie for ſhame ! 1 

« Such Counſel diſagrees with my Digeſtion.” 
Well! well then, my Old Soczarss, to pleaſe thee, | 
For much I'm willing of thy Qualms to eaſe thee, 

I'll oy take the other fide the Queſtion. | 


Par 


L* J 

Far Exemple : 4 

Fair Praiſe i is tecling Gold—all ſhould "bp it— i 
| Flatt' ry, baſe Coin—a Cheat upon the Nation : f 
And yet, our Vanity doth much admire it, I 
And really gives it all its Circulation. x 
FLATT'RY's a ſly inſinuating Screw— _ a | : 
The World—a Bottle of Tokay ſo fine— — 48 


The Engine always can its Cork ſubdue, | 
And make an eaſy Conqueſt of the Wine. 


FLATT' 'RY's an Ivy wriggling round an Oak— 
T his Oak is often honeſt blunt Jonx Bur 


Which Ivy would its great Supporter choak, 
Whilſt Joun (fo thick the Walls of his dark Scull) 
Deems it a pretty Ornament, and ftruts— 
Till MasrER Ivy creeps into Johx's Guts; 
And gives poor thoughtleſs Jonx a ſet of Gripes : 
Then, like an Organ, opening all his Pipes, 
Jonx roars; and, when to a Conſumption drain'd, 
Finds out the Knave, his Folly entertain'd. 
8 | 


* 


PRAISE 


PRAISE is a modeſt unaſſuming Maid, 
As ſimply as a Quaker Beauty dreſt "ale 
No Oſtentation her no vain Parade: 

Sweet Nymph! and of few words poſſeſt; 
Yet, heard with rev'rence when ſhe filence breaks, 
And dignifies the man of whom ſhe ſpeaks. 
FLarTT'sy's a pert French Millener—a Jade 
Cover'd with rouge, and flauntingly array'd— 
Makes ſaucy love to ev'ry Man ſhe meets, 
And offers ev'n, her Favours in the Streets. 


And yet, inſtead of meeting public Hiſſes— 
Divines ſo grave—Philoſophers can bear her; 
What's ſtranger ſtill, with childiſh rapture hear her— 

Nay, court the ſmiling Harlots very Kiſſes. 
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Ricn as Dutch Cargoes Go he eee Eaſt, 
Or Cuſtard-Pudding at a City Feaſt, 

Tou's Incenſe greets his Sovereign's hungry Noſe: 
For, bating Birth-day Torrents from Parnaſſus, | 
And New-year's Spring-tide of divine Molaſles, 


Fame in a ſcanty Rill to Windſor flows ! | 


Poets (quoth tuneful Tom), in ancient times, 

Delighted all the Country with their Rhymes ;— 

Sung Knights and Barbed Steeds with Valour big : 

: Knights who encounter'd Witches — murder'd 

Wizards, | 

Flogg'd Pagans till they grumbled i in their gizzards: 

Rogue [ with no more religion than a Pig: 

—KEanights 


4 # 
[ 12: ] ; OV. 
: * * ' 
7 ; 8 : I®--* 


—Knights who illumin'd unbelicving Sous 
Through pretty little well-form'd Eyelet-holes, 
By apt rin + and godly”? L — 


With Rate, Al fit to wok down Bulls, e 
And therefore qualified (I wot) full well, 

With force the Sacred Oracles to tell 
Unto the thickeſt e Sculls : : NY 


ai 5 


4 : if] 1 'f ! 


—Knights, who, ſo 4 5 755 at the Game of Ti Tourney, 
Took boldly | to the Holy-Land ; a Journey, 1 | 
To plant, with Swords, i in Hearts, the Goſpel Seeds ; 
Juſt as we hole for Cucumbers, Hot-Beds, 

Or pierce the Boſom of the ſullen Earth, 

To give to Radiſhes or Onions Birth : 


Knights, who, when tumbled e on che hoſtile FW ield, 
And to an Enemy oblig'd to yield, 
Could neither Leg, nor Arm, nor Neck, nor Nob, ſtir: 
Poor Devils! Who like Alligators hack” "de 
At length my Hammers, Hatchets, Sledges, crack'd 
Were dragg d from Coats of Armour—like a Lobſter. 


#Þ 4 - & % 


Great 


( 13 1 


Great (ſays the Laureat) were the Poet's Puffings 
On idle daring Red-Croſs Raggamuffins, 

Who for their Childiſhneſs deſery'd a Birch: 
* Quoth Tou, A worthier Subjea now, thank God | 
Inſpires the lofty Dealer in the Ode, 

Than Blockheads battling for Old Mother Church. 


Times (quoth our courtly Bard) are alter'd quite — 


The Poet ſcorns what charm'd of yore the ſight— 
Goths, Vandals, Caſtles, Horſes, Mares: 
The poliſh'd Poet of the preſent Day, 
Doth in his taſty Shop diſplay, 
Ah! vaſtly prettier-colour d Wares. 


— The Poet © moulds his Harp to Manners Sl: 
Quoth Tou—to Monarchs, who, with Rapture wild, 


Hear their own Praiſe with Mouths of gaping Wonder, 


And catch each Crotchet of the Birth-day Thunder : 
Crotchets that ſcorn the Praiſe of common Folly— | 
Though not moſt mufical—moſt melancholy : 

Ah! Crotchets doom'd to charm our cars no more, 
Although by Mr. Pazxsons ſet in ſcore; 
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Drear and eternal Silence doom'd to keep, 
Where the dark Waters of Oblivion ſleep— 
To ſpeak in humbler Engliſh—doom'd to reſt 3 

With Court Addreſles, i in a muſty Cheſt. | EI 


Yet all the Lad) y Amateurs declar d, 
They were the charming'ft Things they ever TROY 


As for example—all the Angel Gipzons— — 


That is, my Lady, and her Daughters fair, 
With coal-black Eye-brows, and ſweet Hebrew Air 
The lovely produce of the two eee : 


Thus, in their vis Fox-hounds beſt ſucceed, 
When Sportſmen very wiſely croſs the Breed : 


f And thus, with nobler Luſtre, ſhines the Fowl 


Begot between a Game- Hen and an Owl. 


Sir SAMPSON too declar d, with Voice divine, 
* Dat ſbince he haf turn Chreeſtian, ans eat Ho 2. 
He nebber did hear M. oofpic half ſho fine; | 
Vo nebber ines Be te | de 8 binnygogue.” 


His 
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His Gzacs of QuEENSs BURY too, with Eyes though dim, 
And one deaf Ear, was there in Wonder drown'd ! 
Liſt'ning, in Attitude of Corp'ral Trim, | 

He rais'd his thin grey Curl to catch the Sound: 


\ 


Then ſwore the Airs would never meet. their matches, 
But in his own immortal Glees and Catches. - 
Yet were thoſe Crotchets all condemn'd to reſt 

In the dark boſom of a muſty Cheſt 1 


Crotchets that form'd into ſo ſweet an Air, 

As charm'd my Lapy MAvOoRESS and LoxD Mavos ; 
Who thought (and really they were true Believers) 
The Muſic equall'd Marrow-bones and Cleavers. 


Strains! that the Reverend Bisnors had no Qualms, 
In ſaying, that they equall'd David's Pſalms ; 

But not ſurpaſs'd in Melody the Bell, 

That mournful ſoundeth an Axcu-Bismore's Knell ; 
Strains! that Sir Joszey Mawszy deem'd divine, 
Sweet as the Quavers of his fatteſt Swine. 
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Een great *Lozp BRUDENELL's ſelf admired the Strain, 
In all the tuneful Agonies of Pain ; 

Who, winking, beats with Duck-like Nods the Tins, 
And call'd the Muſic and the Words ſublime. 


Too, all the other Lords, with Plaudits ſwarming, - 
Cried Bravo! Bravo! charming! Bravo! charming! 
And Majeſty itſelf, to Muſic bred, g | - 
* Pronounc'd it © very, very good indeed!“ 


Indulging, p rhaps, the very nat'ral Dream, 
That all its Charms were owing to the Theme. 


* 


Not but ſome {mall * of piraalef Pike 
Might in the Brace of R—y—1 Boſoms riſe 
To think they heard it without Waſte of Treaſure : 
As Sixpences are lovely in their eyes. 


For not long ſince, I heard a forward Dame, 
Thus, in a Tone of Impudence exclaim— 
« Good God! how Kings and Queens a Song adore! 
« With what Delight they order an encore / 
„ «When 


*A prodigious Amatcur—without his Lordſhip there can be no rehearſal. 


11 


&© When that ſame ſong, encor d, for nothing flows! 
© This Madam uu. to her Sorrow knows. 


© TO Windfor, ren times, Pk ele to Kew, 
«The R—j—l Mandate Mapa Maxa drew. 
«© No cheering Drop was Mana aſk” d to fip— 
No Bread was offer'd to her %% © 
40 Though faint, ſhe was not ſuffer d to ſit down, — i 
“ Heav'n hel Pp the Goodneſs —Grandeur of the Cru 


c Now tell me, will it ever be believ'd, 
How much for Song and Chaiſe-hire The r receiv'd ? 


« How much pray, think ye fifty Gai . 
Moſt ſurely, Forty. — No, W — Poh! 
5 Pray, gueſs in Reaſon come again 
Alas! you jeer us Twenty, at the leaſt; 
No man could ever be fo great a B——ſt 
As not to give her twenty for her Pain.— 
* To keep you then no longer in Suſpenſe, 
e For Mavan Mara's Chaiſe-hire and ſweet Note, 
c Out of their wonderful Benevolence, | 
«© Their bounteous Mies gave—not a Groat. 
„„ 8 « Ay!” 
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« Ay!” 4 a ſecond 3 Wich a sacer, 10 
* I know a Story like it—You ſhall hear— - 
« Poor Mus. $1DDONs, ſhe was order” d out— 

ce To wait upon their ies, , to ſpout— 

ee To read old Shakeſpear s As you like it to em „ 


©« And how to mind their Stops, and Commas, ſhew'e em. 


c She read was told twas very very 1 8 


Excepting here and there a Line. 


* To which the Royal Wiſdom did 0h — 
« And which in all the Pride of Emendation, 
« And partly to improve her reputation, 

“ His My thought Proper to e 


Then turning to the Partner of his: Bed, - 
“On tiptoe rais'd by high Sclf-approbation, el 


A very modeſt Elevation ! 


« He cried gh mind, Cour, that s the Lcd to read, 5 
FE . 


The adreks, alis, Ga 45 Web 


Stood all the time was nearly tir'd to death; 


«© Whilſt both their M—j—ies, in Royal Style, 
* At perfect Eaſe were fisting all the while. 


119 ] 


e Not offer d to her was one Drop of Beer, 
«© Nor Wine, nor Chocolate, her Heart to cheer: 
e Ready to drop to earth, ſhe muſt have ſunk, 

ce But for a Child, that at the Hardſhip ſhrunk — 
ce A little PRINCE, who mark'd her Situation, 

200 © Thus, pitying, pour 'da pd . eee 3 


bo Lal Mus, Sippoxs is quite faint indeed. 
6 How pale! I'm ſure ſhe cannot longer read: 
0 She ſomewhat wants, her Spirits to repair, 
a And would, I'm ſure, be happy 1 in a Chair.” 


ee What follow'd iy, the N — Pair aroſe, 
Surly enough one fairly may ſuppoſe; 

“And to a Room adjoining made retreat, 

= To let her, for one e Te: a ys 


” At TEN. the Afreſs ceas'd | to read and ſpout 


© Where Generoſity's a crying Sin: 3 
« Her Curt'ſy dropp'd—was nodded to c me out 


« $o rich!—How rich?—As rich as ſhe went in. 


Such 


1 4 1 
Such are the Stories twain — Why, grant the , . 
Are PRINCE8, Pray, like | common Folks to act? 


Should Maa call it Cruel? : _ blame 
Such — Conduct, I'd cry, Fie upon ber! 
To Mrs. S1pDoNs, freely ſay the ſame— | 
Sufficient for /uch People is the Honour | © 


E'en I, the Bazp, expect no Gifts from Kincs, | 
Although I've ſaid of them ſuch hand/ome Things— 
Nay, not their Eye's Attention, whoſe bright Ray 
Would, like the SUN, illumine my JRun Lay, 


And, like the Sun, ſo Lind to Procreation, | 

Increaſe within my Brain the Maggot Nation. 
So much for idle Tales. Now, Mvuss, thy Strain 
Digreſſive, turn to Drawing-Rooms again. 


* 


There too was Prrr, who ſcrap” d and bow'd to ground; 
And whiſper'd Majeſty, twas vaſtly fine ;— 

Then wiſh'd ſuch Harmony could once be found 
Where he, each Day, was treated like a Swine 

By that Arch-fiend CuARLES Fox, and his vile Party—. 


Villains! in N but black Rebellion hearty; 
Fellows! 
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Fellows! who had the Impudence to place 
The Sacred Sceptre underneath the Mace, 

And twiſted Ropes, with Malice diſappointed, 
To * or to 28 the W AN ED. 


To whom a certain Sa 15 A cried, 

“ Don't mind don t mind— the Rogues their Aim 
have miſs d— ; 

ce Don't fear your Place, whilſt I am well ſupph'd— | 

But mind, mind FOO of Civil Lit. 


50 ſo pon upon . 


* Swear, that x no K 
1 Compare me—yes compare me, to poor Jos, 


1 


25 What ? What, Prrr—he? We muſt have t other 
Grant. 
« What, What? You know, mn that ny l 
dead AuN x, N 
9 Left not a Sixpence, Prræ, theſe RO to \ bleſs 


. But from the Pariſh ſav d that F—l at Hſe. 


Do ie s But 


1 1 


e But mind me—ha, to plague ler bet whet d ing, 
« ] was a conflant'Hunter—Nimrod ſtill; 
« And when in State as dead's à Mack rel . 
er d not, for I knew the Woman's Nl. 


« And three Days after he was San 
„ Which ſome Folks thought prodigioully prone, 
« I took it—yes—T took it in my Head. N 
« To order Sir Jobn Brute at Drury Lane. „„ 
1% Had the reſpected me, I do aver, mY 
«1 ſhould have ſtay” d at _ and chought of Her er. 


«And mind—keepGzones 1 Tg as aChurch uk | 
vote not a Halfpenny for Carleton-Houſe— 
This may appear tike wonderful Barbarity— 

bY But mind, kc mind—he gains in n 


« I fee him oer his Father try to ONO 1 
And mount an Eagle to the Skies — 
gut Poverty will check his daring PFlight— | 

« Befides, ſhould GROROE receive a Grant 
He gets the golden Orbs I want— _ 


Then Civil Liſt Deficiencies, God Night! 1 
„„ 7g 


[ESE 


« And he that wicked * Son-in-Law of Brown, 

ce 1100 all Sort of Rey tenor ſor a Con, 

„ Hath ſent me in, a Bill ſo dread _ 

80 What's very ſtrange too, Prrr, TI tell ye more 
The Raſcal came into my Houſe, and ſwore ; 
"= Tas a juſt Bill; and that he muſt be paid; 
Ves, that he wou'd,” he ſwore (hom ſauey—Prrr) 
cc Or ſend a Lager to me with A e. 0 


3 + $7 & #4 f! 4 . £7 EY 2 Haji 


Ay Din ſent I Raxvsto hin o'er FOE o'er. 143 
To ſay chat Bao had gain d DG. | 
And bid him to the Palace come no more 


a TORO —_ with Mitts and Stuff, 


cc „What-—Prrr, pray hi t you «thing 1 r m IN 
auite right? | 
« On which the PREMIER, WIE a bur ring Pow; 
Star d in the Face by e 1 don t 
Kniwe how; 3 
oy Ha out a faint Aden hear ns how polite? 5g 
e How 
* Mr. Holland: who mariied = 8 of the late Capability Brown, d "A | 


| hath ſeveral Times, impertinently troubled the Palace with a Bill of Two Thouſand 
W due for Work done by his Father-in-Law in che Royal Gardens. 
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« How pretty twas in Pirr, what great g d Senſe, 
Not to give gay: the leaſt Sm” & Gare 
Whereas, the ie. 4 — A: 8 
Whoſe Tutor, one would think had been A Bear; 35 
Thinking a Briton to no Forms conſin d. 

But born with Privilege to ſpeak his Mind; 1 
Had anſwer” d with a thund'ring, Tongue, FVV 
think your Majeſty d—mn—tion Wee 
% know no moral, nor preſcriptive Right 
<« In Kings to * a {lag of a Mite : BRA 


* 


15 giv him his juſt e ee is 8 fit— N 
Such Littleneſſes look extremely odd 
Before ne ſhould the Matter come, by G—d 
1 4 Your M —y will curſedly be bit— 
| | — 82 Kings by a Senſe of Honour ſhould be fway'd— 
| « Holland, nu, will, by G—d he /all be paid.” - 


=—_ 55 Lord Rochroxp too, the gentle Youth was there, | 

1 Whoſe ſweet Falſetto Voice is often ſported .' 

ka In Glees and Catches; ſo that all who e 

Believe a Heuuy Semi-vir imported. e 
IF is 59. ; 0 e 2009 - go There : 


1 


Anxious to pleaſe the Royal Pair, 
Lord SaLisBuRY prais d the Words and Air: 
My Lord who boaſts a pretty tuneful Palate ? 
Who kindly teaches Coblers how to ſing? 
Inſtructs his Butler, Baker, on the String, 
And with Apollo's Laurel, crowns his Valet.“ 


A Cobler | Baker changed to a Muſician, 

© Butlers, and Lick-trenchers?” My Reader roars, 
The ſacred Art is in a ſweet Condition 

A pretty Way of rubbing out old Scores! 


God bleſs his Generoſity and Purſe, 
6 Soon probably his Grandmother or N 'urle, 
% May to the happy Band unite their Notes 
c Perchance, the Liſt reſpectable to grace, 
« His Lordſhip's fav'rite Horſe may ſhow his Face, 
«© And earn as Chorus-Singer, all bis Oats.” 


His Lordſhip made ſome Jad Appointments to his Majeſty's Band—ignorane, 


unmuſical Rogues who receive the Salary, and thrum by Proxy: however, he hath 
| behaved better, lately, and made . by giving SH1ELD, DANCE, BLAKE, 
and HackwooD to the Band. a | E FEY 
6 ” 35 There 


CW 


There too, that cloſe attendant on the King, 5 
*S1z ChakLES, the active, elegant and ſupple, 
Join d with the happy Beings of the Ring, 1 
And bow'd and ſcrap'd before the ſceptred Couple; 
Pour'd high Eucomium on the Birth-Day Din, | 
And won the Meed of many a Royal Grin. 


Sir Charles ! the moſt polite, devoted Man, 4 
Form'd perfealy upon the Courtier Plan; 
Watches each Motion of the Royal Lips, 1 
And round his Majeſty ſo lively ſkips : 
Keen as a Hawk, obſerves his Sovereign's Eye, th 43 : 
Explores its. wants, and dwells upon. its Stare, 
As if he really was to live of . 
According to th appearance of the Clare: 4 
Hops, dances, of true Courtlineſs, the 8 WOT 
Juſt like a Pea on a Tobacco Pipe. 
CIS — 
With Aſpe& conſcious of a glorious Crown: ugh 
* Sir Charles Thomſon, EL id 
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Look down with ſurly Grandeur on the Knight, 
As if ſuch ſervile Homage were his Right; 

And by a Stare, inform the fearful Thing, 
The Diff rence Tn. a Subject and a King. 


Thus 1 a little fearful Puppy meets 

A noble N ewfoundland Dog in the Streets, 

He creeps, and whines, and licks the lofty. Brute; 
Curls round him, falls upon his back, and then, 

Fprings up and gambols—friſks it back agen, 
And crawls in dread ſubmiſſion to his Foot: 

Looks up, and hugs his Neck, and ſeems t'intreat him, 

| With ev ry mark of Terror, not to cat Him. 


The Newfoundland Dog. conſcious of his Might, 
Cocks high his Tail and Ears, his State to ſhow ; : 


T hen lifts his Leg (a lictle unpolite) | 
And almoſt drowns the Supplicant below: * 


Then a, in full-blown Majeſty,. to fy: 
Great is my Pow'r—but, lo! I'll not abuſe it: 
I'm Czsax! paltry Creature, go thy Way x 
But mind, I can devour thee, if I chuſe it.” 

| | | Oft 


TI 


Oft hen at Theatres, 811 IE his mien, 
Skips from his Majeſty, behind the Scene, | 
To make a famous Actreſs bleſt, by ſaying, 
How pleas'd the Monarch is how oft he clapp'd, 
How oft the Queen her fan ſo gracious tapp'd, 
In Approbation of her OM m—_ 
Then will the Knicur, with Motions all ſo quick, 
Ruſh back again, o'erjoy'd, through thin and thick, 
And to their ſacred Majeſties repair, 
Loaded with Curtſies, Speeches, Thanks, fine Things! 
Proud as ſome old Dame's Nag with Queens and Kings 
Of Gingerbread, to grace a 9 fair. | 


Then will Sir Calais race back with wild Career, _ 
With ſomething. new, the Royal Mouths ſhall 3285 
Sweet to the AcrkEss's aſtoniſh'd Ear, 
As 9 to Brats—or Bread and Butter. 


Then wick to Majeſty SIR 3 will fly 
With this * Adreſs' s ſublime 1 23 


As 


„„ 


| As for nen- Dear STR CHARLES, cis Friend, 
" Pray thank their Majeſties extreme good- nature, 
Who in their Goodneſſes can condeſcend EY 
« To honour thus their poor devoted Creature ; 
© Whoſe Patronage gives Glory to a Name 
« Whoſe Smiles alone confer immortal Fame. — 
„ I beg, Sir Charles, you'll ſay the humbleft Things— 
« * Commend r me to the belt of Ne and b RP 


Back with chieks Meſſages: 818 Gudana will run, 
And with them, charm of Majeſty the Sux, 
And bid him, like his BRorRHER in the Skies, 
Dart ſmiling Radiance from his Mouth and Eyes ! 
Thrice happy KNieHr] all Parties, form'd to pleaſe! 
Bleſt Porter of ſuch Meſſages as theſe! | 


Thus midſt the Battle's Rage, like Lightaing foo 
An Arp-ps-Caue, his GENERAL's Orders carrying: 
Bravely he gallops through the Bullet Show'rs, 
But ſcarce a ſingle Minute tarrying; 
Then to the GENERAL back with Anſwer, comes, 
Midſt the deep Thunder of great Guns and Drums: 


a 


H „ Now 


n n 8 
Fa Ro A 4 "eo" army's 5 * 
r 8 . 


1 
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— 
wo 
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Now forth again with more commands he ſallies, 
Then back, then forth again behold him hurry, 

To this that runs away, to that which rallies, 
All Buſtle, Uproar wild, and Hurry Scurry! 


Vet was there one who much the day decried— 

Old Lapy Maxy Duncay (ſays Report). 

<c What, no dear, dear Caſtrato here!” ſhe figh'd, | 
Why then—P-x take the Roarings and the Court; 

@ Then Lord have Mercy on my tortur'd Ears, 

“And ſhield me from the Shouts of . He-Bzaxs.” 


Are ſuch the pretty N otes to pleaſe ! 
« Then! may I never more hear Sounds like theſe : 3 


„ I Days of yore, they might have had their Merit, 
© Amongſt the Rams-Horns to have borne a Bob, 


« That did at J=RxIco the wondrous Job— 
« Knock'd down the Wall with ſo much Spirit. 


cc The Sounds may 0 play Tricks 

_ « Amongſt a Pack of drunken Aſſes; 
« To break, as if it were with Sticks, 
„The Bones of Bottles and poor Glaſſes. 


«© Where, 


TE: 


«© Where, where is PaccuizroTTI's heartfelt Strain? 
«© Where RuzinzLL1's /offenuto Note? 
“That tickled oft my ſighing Soul to Pain, 
% That bade my Senſes in Elyſium float? 
Avaunt! you vile black- bearded Rogues —avaunt! 
c Pis {ſmoother Chins, and e Tones, JI want.” 


My Lorp or RG d was alſo there; : 
Who, marv'ling, cock'd his Time diſcerning Ear 
To Strains that did ſuch Honour to a Throne :— 
There UxkRIDGE taught the Audience how to think: 
With much fignificant and knowing Wink, 
And Speeches clad in Wiſdom's critic Tone; 
Who look'd Muſicians through with half-ſhut Eyes; — 
Moſt ſolemn, moſt chromatically wile! 


| Sanpw1cn,. the Glory of each jovial Meeting, 
This Fidler, now—now that, ſo kindly greeting, 

| Appear'd, and ſhrewdly pour'd his Habs and hums : 
Great in Tattoo, my Lord, and Croſs-hand Roll; 
| - Great in the Dead-march-ſtroke ſublime of Saul, 
He beats Old AssBRIDOE on the Kettle-Drums. 


; What 
* A Kettle - Drummer of great Celebrity. | 
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What Pity, to our _— Hoſt, „ on 17. 
I Thut ſuch a charming D Drummer ſhould. be lot! 
5 And feel through Life his Tlories overcaſt L 
| At that dull“ Board, where, never thats 4 8 
: 'Of Ships, the Diff rence between Stem and | Stern, 
r : the Rudder W e Maſt. 


Say midſt the gunchel Tube was 3 17 
-No!-—Mun was cutting out for Haboines, Work; 
„ Wri iting to CN WILL and Co. to league em 1 ©) 
a Againſt that Rogue, who like a Ruffian roſe, 
And tweak'd a Bulſe of ep ,n 43 
Of Daf, in India, chriſten d e g d 


pk or who formerly look 4 herce as Grimbald 
On that moſt horrid Imp 8 TroMas RumzoLD, 
Vow'd, like a Sheep, to flea that Eaſtern Thief; 
| Till range good Fortune open d Epnuny' 8 Ws: : 
; 35 Ohl! then he heard of INNOCENCE the Cries, 


And, like Jew-Converts, damn' d his Old Belicf. 
Yet, let Jome Praiſe for Mon' $ Converſion paſs 
To that great Wonder. worker, Sadr Duxp as. 
7 | Ep“ 
* The Admiralty, 


15 


EpMuxp ! who battled hard for PowzlI“s Life, 
And ſwore no Man, in Virtue, e er went further: 

To prove which Oath, this PowzLL took a Knife, 
And Wo the world believe it, by un RL 


Rea Ge I I give 1055 a ſmall Ode 

Made when vile Tiyroo San in Triumph rode, 
And play'd the Devil on our Indian Borders, 
In Perſon, or BY vile ſatanic Orders: Ht 


When Mr. Sts ſo 50 for fine os 
From Trope to Trope, a downright Rabbit, ipping, 
| Meant, School-boy like, to take down HasTiNGs! 


Breeches, 


And e the Noble Govzzxon a ware 


If rightly, Reader, I Pe nol thy Phiz, 
Thou ſmil't Conſent, —I thank thee—Here, it is. 


But mark my Cleanlineſs ere 1 3 |: 

Know, F ve not caught the Tech of Party-fin : 

To Pirr, or Fox, I never did belong: f 

| dan TzuTH I ſeek—ſo help me Gob os dna 35 

1 | 1 


[ 34 ] 
P'rhaps, to a Heathen Oath thou 'may'ſt demur : 
Well then—Suſpicion that I mayn't incur, 
— But, like a Chriſtian ſwear J do not ſham— | 
I y all the Angels of yon lofty Sky, 
| Where burning Seraphims and Cherubs cry, 


I'm of no Party—curſe me it I am! 


+ 


, . 'By all thoſe Wonder-monger Saints and Mart yrs 

| Out for the Love of God in Halves and Dune; 5 

By each black Soul in Purgatory frying; 
By all thoſe whiter Souls, though we can 1 ſee? em, 
Singing their Ave- Mary and Te Deum 

On yon bright 1 tit ſwear I am not bins. 


No! free as air the Mvss ſhall 90344 her Wing, 

Of whom, and when, and what ſhe pleaſes, fig: 

T hough * Privy Councils, jealous of her Note >. 
Preſcrib'd, of late, a Halter for her Throat. 5 . 0 
Let F olly 8 "Es 3 W . 5 
Hawk Satire — what you. will—ſhall mark her x FROM ; 


* 


==; ma Rec of le h. % - 


8 4 . 
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Through! Huts or Palaces ( tis juſt the ſame), f 


With equal Rage, purſue the panting Game; 
And lay (by Princes, or by Peaſants, bred). 
Low at the Q. s Feet, the Cuckow, dead. 


7 
3 
4 * - b 


ODE To EDMUN D. 


MUCH edified am I by EpuunD Buzxs! 1 
Well-pleas'd I ſee his Patriot-Mill at work, | a 
Grinding away for poor Old England's Good: f q 
He gives of Elocution, ſuch a Feaſt! e 1 
He tells of ſuch dread Doings in the Eaſt! 2 3 

ü And e as twere for his own Fleſh and Blood. e | 4 
Shrof, c Ball Or. e Mabob, Bunder, 7 


Crore, es e Leave hüt ets in * hunder. 


With cle Pathos, Mon Ander the Gag, 
 Employ'd- * that vile Son of Hypzz NAT, 


Nam' d 
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Nam d Tiroo.— Gags that Bri itiſh Mouths deteſt ; 
Occaſion d partly by that Man fo ſad, 5 
That HasTiNGs |—oh! deſerving all that' $ 1 

That Villain, Murd' rer, Tyrant, Dog, Wild Beaſt | 


Poor EDMUND ſees poor Britain's ſetting Sun : 11 

Poor Edmund 10 Die pan Britain is undone | 

Reader! . haft, I do n 

(God knows though) been in a ſnug Ria 

By Coals or Wood: made. comfortably warm, 

And often. fancied that a Storm -Withour, 

HFath made a diabolic Rout f * 

Sunk eee Ae Ware Ae a word of Harm. 


Yes! hob haſt lifted u up es Wie Bye 
Fancying thou heardſt of Mariners the Criesʒ 
And figh'd, . How wretched now muſt thoufands bel 
„Ohl how I pity the poor Souls at One” 15 : 
| When, lol this dreadful Temp it, 


N OW, 


C18 
Now, may not n s Howlings be a Sigh 
Preſſing through EDpMUND's Lungs for Loaves 
i Toon and Fiſhes, 


On which he long hath look'd with hnging Shes 
To fill poor EDruxp' s not o er- burthenꝰd Diſhes? 


Give Mun a 888 will be Complaint, 
BarTAIN be ſafe, and HasTiNGs prove a Saint. 


" 5 8 
£ 
1 * 
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Now for the Des Rookie Muſe fo adding, 1 
DEN: in Digreſſion to be ri FO | 


Hawepen and FoxTESCUE (brave Names!) attended— 
The /aft, in Catches, wonderfully mended. 
The Lovely Lapy CLARORS too was there, 
To all the Graces as to Muſic born; | 
Whoſe Note ſo ſweetly melting ſoothes the Ear | 
| Soft as the Robin's to the Bluſh of Morn ! _ 


1 | 1 1 K 3 
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There too * rare / PRI Tip ID at paart, Wy 
Whoſe Fingers fair, the Strings ſo nicely pat, 7 
And Bow, that brings out Sounds unknown at Babel— 


T _ not ſo ſweet as thoſe of Mr. AnzL. 


| Deat Maid! the e ee of that Par NCE of PrarTs, 
Who Muſic cons, as well as Law; and ſwears 


The Girl ſhall ſcrub no Soul's but Handel's Ms 
To whom he thinks our cn or ins Cats. 


Id PA e Maren Bacn, 400 Guock, 
And Twenty more, who never had the Luck 
To pleaſe the nicer Ears of ſome crown'd Fol K: | 
Ears, that, like other People's, though they grow, ; 
Poor Creatures! really want the Senſe to know. | 
Pſalm- Tunes ſo mournful from the Old Black 1 


That 1 0 ee wo D. 1 

Much- travel d Burney came to hear and 8 

He, in his Tour, who found ſuch | great Pane ee 

Ce Quzexs, Duxxs, MARGRAYES, MARGRAVINES, | 
 ELxcrtors, 


Who 


8 


FR, 


n 


Who aſk'd the 1 8 many a gracious Queſtion, 
And treated him with mary'lous Hoſpitality ; 2 


Gueſſing he had as clever a Digeſtion 


For Meat and Drink, as Muſic of rare ee 


Not with 1 0 25 Glee the Doctor honed the Ode, 
But turn'd his diſappointed Eyes to Gop; 

And wiſh'd it his own Setting, with a Sigh :— 
For, ere to SALI $BURY's Houſe the Doctor came— 
To get as Opz-SgrrER, enroll d his Name— 


Behold | behold the . ae was gone 1 


Ah! 5 dilly that thi Prize. was loſt! 
Panxsoxs, who daring daſh'd through thick and thin— 
Ecrirs the ſecond !—got like Lightning in, | 
When BuzNEy juſt, had med 6 the Di Ow Such 


Yet, gentle Muſe, let Candour this allow, 0 
That, though his Heart was mortified enow, 
The Doctor did his Rival's Art admire, 


And own'd his maiden Crotchets full of Fi ire. 


Crotchets | though fweet—alas ! condemn d to lie 
Hid, like moſt Royal Virtues, from e our eye! 


Crotchets, 


FA 


„ 
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Crotchets, that FITS) Mr. PanzoNs ties 

To Tom's big Phraſe, to make ſublimer Cries: 
Thrice happy Union to entrance the Soul ! 

How like the Notes of Cats, a vocal Pair, ; x 

By Boys (to catch their wild and mingled Air) 
Tied Tail to T ail, and thrown acroſs a Pole ! 


But where was . IN Warxvn all this Time ? 
Why heard he not the Air and lofty Rhyme ? 


The ſleek Welſh Deity, who Muſic knows— 


The AlzXApkR of the * Tot'n' am Troops, 
Who, tutor'd by his e N ods, Grunts, 


Whoops, 


Do wond' rous Execution with their ] Bows 5 


S WATEYN, deep i in \ difanal Dudgeon gone, 

Far in his Cambrian +Villa fat alone : 5 

To t Mrs WALSINGHAM he ſcrubb'd his Baſe, 5 

Whilſt Ange ſwell'd the Volume of his Face, | 
Flaming, 


* Sir Watkyn is a Member of the Ancient Muſic Concert in e 


and much attended to, both for his Art and Science. 


+ Wynneſtay. 
+ The Quarrel bereen the Kight and he „ one—Tantene 
animis gur! ia? 


Len 13 


Flaming like Buw of Lasden an EEE 

. Of Mrs. Warsixengu he ſung with Ire; 1 f 

. Eyes as red as Ferrets Eyes, with Fire; „ | 
His mighty Soul oy e all 808. 8 | 


. 6 m 88 j 


Acunugs, has. affronted to hos ey N 1 
His ledge⸗ like Fiſt 0 er AGAMEMNON. rear d. Sar. þ 
And down his Throat FOO fain e Words have 


0 9 3 


ramm' dd: 0533 4 4er tor! 7 N 

Who, after Oaths (a pretty ings  Vally), 1 i 
And rating the long Monarch for his Folly, 
Inform'd r e „ 1 
Ih hen to his Tent majeſtic ſtrode to ftrum, f 
And 35 his ARS out on We une. 1 | 


Yet Mrs. Waromonan . Ode attended; 8 My 
| From 1 0 03 Apollo, lineally deſcended— _ 
A Dame who dances, paints, and plays, and rg 
The Saint Cecilia—Queen of Wind and Strings |, 
Tho' ſcarcely bigger than a Cat—a Dame 5 
Midſt the Bar biin a Giant as to Nane. 


* 


L | IT When 
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When Fiddle, Hautboy, Clyriter, Baſſoon, tas Tc 
On Sunday (deem'd by us good Chriftians, / OY 


Unite their Clang, and pour their merry 7 une 


In jiggiſh Gratitude to Go; e 
Lo! if a witleſs Member ſhould defire, | 5 | 
Inſtead of Handel, Strains perchance of Hayden, 
A fierce 8RNMAAMfs the flames with i ire— oſs 
This Amazonian erotchet- loving Maiden! 
She looks at him with ſuch a pair of l 
Reader, by way of * fmile-Digreſſion, 5 
Which to my Subject, happily applies 


Did'ſt ever ſee GxMALRKIN in a Paſſion, 


Lifting her Back and Ears, and Tail and Hair, 
Giving her two expreſſive Goglers, SES TEST 6D TL 


(Not in the ſweet and tender Stile of Oglers) 


A fierce broad, \ wild, fix d, furious, chreat _ Stare? | 


If W. bo ay ſome faint Idea have 
Of this great Lady at her tuneful Club— 
Who very often hath been heard to rave, 


And with much Eloquence the Members ub. 


ow” — 
— 4 1 
1 f . 
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Some pag by their Souls will ſwear, 
That if Muſicians miſs a half a Bar, DOTY 
Juſt like an Iriſhman ſhe ſtarts to ke 
And in the Violence. of quaver Madneſs, - | 
Where nought ſhould reign but Harmony and Gladneſs, 
She knocks 0 tuneful Head againſt another; 
Then ſcreams i in 


uch chromatic Tones 
Upon Apollo $ poor affrighted Sons, 


1 


Whoſe trembling Tongues when her's begins to found 


Are in the Din Eur drown'd! 


T 105 when the Oxford Bell, baptiz'd GREAT Tou, 
Shakes all the City with his iron Tongue, 
The little tinklers might as well be dumb 
As aſk Attention to their puny Song, 
So much the Lillyputians are o ercome 
By the * Thunder of the Mrcury Tou. 


HANDEL, as fam n for Manners as a x Pig, 
Enrag'd, upon a Ti ime pull'd off his Wig, 
And flung it plump in poor Cuzzoni's Face, 
Becauſe the little Syren, miſs'd a grace: 


N Ne * Wag, 
a cod Laval 4m , Br .. Sn * E : r 
n 22 r N _ Fes att nan — — 22 — 1 8 5 
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Auge Warm ſhould as, : ij 7 if (29 55 in 

Or in the Face of ſome unlucky Co” BE + RY | 
 Altho' ſhe e tem e i Bt 
She Ar oy Cary. her e ; 4 4 Bee 


Oft 13943 a e to 1 —.— bluſhing Maid, 
Hath ſlily hilar d amatory Things, 125 55 | 
And more by Paſſion than by! Muſic ſway'd, 
| Broke on the tuneful Dialogue « of 25 J 
Rous'd like a Tygreſs from a fav'rite Feaſt, 
Up, bath che yaliant Gentlewoman ſprung 
With light'ning Look, and thund'ring Tongue, 
Ready with out-ſtrech'd Neck to cat the Beaſt 
That boldly dar d. —ſo blaſphemouſiy raſh, _ 
Mix * the Air Anise, . ed ck traſh, _ 
| RAY OO da NAS; will 0 ae. ye 
With Muſic Knowledges of verfKind, _ 
From that poor nothing-monger old Q os” 
To Handel's 99 and ee Mind: oh 


Run 


(4s 1 


Run wild Diviſions on the various Merit 
Of this and that Compoſer's Spirit— 

On Grucx's Sublimities be all ſo 1 8 
Talk of the Serio- comic of Piccini, 


Compare the Elegance of ſweet Sacchixt, 
Andi iron Ann of old SCARLATTI! ' 


But not one Word on Britiſh Worth, 7 
Their very Mention, gives the Dame, the Spleen : 
Twere e' en Diſgrace to tell their mawkiſh Names: 
Mere Cart-horſes poor uninventive Fools, 
Who neither Muſic make, nor know its Rules 
Whoſe Works ſhould only come to light in Flames. 


To Depths of Muſic doth this Dame pretend, 
Nought can her Science well tranſcend, — 

If you the Lady's own Opinion aſk ; | 
And when ſhe talks of muſical om. "2 
She ſhows a vaſt Acquaintance with all Writers, 
And en them critically all to Taſk. 


— 


5 46 - 


Dear Gentle-woman ! who, ſo great, ſo chaſte, 
So foreign in her Tweedle-dummiſþ Taſte, 
Faints at the Name of that enchanting Fellow, 
The melting Amoroſo Paiſiello! 
With Notes on Tarchi, Sartz, will o erwhelm ye, 
Giordani, ſweeter than the Hybla Honey: 

Anfoſſi, Cimeroſo, Bach, Bertoni, 
ERauzzini, Abel, Pleyel, Guglielmi! 
Can tell you, that th' Italian School is airy, 
Expreſſive, elegant, light as a Fairy; 
The German heavy, deep, ſcholaſtic; | 

The French moſt miſerably whining, moaning 
Oft like poor Devils in the Colic groaning, 

Noiſy and ſcreaming, ae nn 
The Female Viſitors around her ins, | 
With wond'ring Eyes, and Mouths of wide Amaze, 


To hear her pompouſly demand the Key 
Of ev'ry Piece Muſicians play. 


Aſtoniſh'd 


1 


Aſtoniſh'd ſee this Petticoat-A pollo, 
With ſtamping Foot, and beck' ning Hands 
And Head, Time-nodding iflue, high Commands, 
Beating the Tot'n'am Road *DireQor, hollow. 


Yes—they behold amaz'd, this tuneful Whale, 
And catch each Crotchet of her rich Diſcourſe, 
Utter'd with claſſic Elegance and Force, 

On Diatonic and Chromatic Scale: 

Then ſtare to ſee the Lady wiſely pore 
On ſcientific zig-zag Score. : 


Reader,” at this great 1 8 Sunday Meeting, 
Midſt tuning Inſtruments each other greeting, 
Screaming as if they had not met for Years, 
80 joyous, and fo great their Clatter |—ſay | 
Didft ever ſee this Lady ſtriking 4 
Upon her Harpfichord, with bending Ears . 
With open Mouth, and Stare profound, 
- Attention-nail'd, and Head awry, 
Till Alamire Uniſon goes round, 
Watching each Atom of the tuneful Cry ? 
. 3 Did'ſt 
* Joah Bate, Eſq. 


1 


Did' ever ſee her hands outftretch'd like Wings, 
Towards the Band, tho led by CRAMER, 
Wide ſwimming for Pianos on the Strings 4 
Now ſudden rais'd like Mr. Chriſtie's Hammer, 
To bid the Forte roar in ſudden Thunder, 
And fill the gaping Multitude with Wonder? 
Thou never did'ſt ?—then, Friend, without a Fam, : 
I envy thee a re Og to come 5 12 


40 He PREY TY his Harp ( bees Tom) to Manners 
r 
To Kings, "a babe. like Manner's ſimple tyra, 
And grac'd with Virtues that would fill a Tun: 
| To him the Poet humbly makes a Leg, 
Who, Gooſe-like, brooding o'er the fav rite Egg 
Of Genius, gives the Phernix 1 to the Sun: 5 


To him, who for ſuch Eggs i is gh $ een 
And never more e delighted t chan when hatching ; 
| VBB 


* Motions aid by es Cen in ang ts Light wo So 
of Muſic. 


"t wp 4 


| Which 9 he Number offer'd to the Sun, 
So vaſt !—why,. verily as thick as Peas, 
That People may collect, with at "Eaſe, 

A thouſand noble mme, as one. 


What SA Wiſdom t to his Care hath giv 'n! 
All hatch'd—ſome living others gone to Heav 'n; 
Thus in the *Pinnick's Neſt the Cuckow lays, 
"Then. eaſy as a Frenchman, takes her F light :— :— 
Due Homage to the Eggs, the Pinnick pays, 
And brings the little Lobby into Light. 


The modern Poct fingers,” quoth Tom again, 
of M——chs, who, with economic Fury, 

Force all the tuneful World to Tor'n'am Lane, . 
And 19 8 up all the Poon of 0885 +Dzvuxr. x 


A Bird 0 called in fome Counties, that attends upon the Wiſe Bird, d 
feeds him. 

The Oratorios were to have hems „ at be Lane, this Year, under 
the Conduct of Mr. LiNLEY and Dr. ARNOLD.—Mapam MARA was to have 
exhibited her amazing Powers. This would have been a Death-ſtroke to the Pigmy 
Performance in Tottenham-Court Road. How ſhould the Pigmy be ſaved? By | 
killing the G:ant :—and lo! his death-warrant hath been ſigned. —By what Power of 8 
the Conſtitution? None can the Grand 1 do more? Quicquid delirant 


Reges, e e 5 
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Say, why this Curſe on Dzvzr's harmleſs Door, 
That thus in Anger, Mx ſhould lock it? 
Muss, are the Tot'n'am-Street Subſcribers poor? 


Will Drury keep ſome Pence from Tot'n'am's Pocket? 
Doth threat'ning Bankruptcy extend a Gloom 
O'er the * Walls of Tot n and $ Regal Room? 


Perchance tis Mazxa's Song that ny Offence? 
Hinc illæ Lacryme [I fear: © 

The Song that once could charm the R—1 Senſe, 
Delights, alas! no more the Royal 8 

Gods] can a Guinea deaden ev'ry Note, 

And make the N * „ & Raven $ Throat? | 


But let me give his M— y a Hine, 
Freſh from my Brain's prolific Mint 

Suppoſe we Amateurs ſhould in a Fury, 
Juſt take it in our John-Bull Heads to lay 
(And lo! *tis very probable we may)— 


« We will have Oratorios at 2 D* 


How 


I 
How muſt he look Blank. wonderfully blank; 
And think ſuch Speech an Inſult on his Rank. 
What could he do ?—oppole with Ire ſo hot? 
I think = M——y had 8 not 1 


Piry, a King ſhould lah his Subjects ſquabble 
About an Oratorio, or a Play: 
It puts him on a footing with the Rabble, 
And that's unkingly, let me ſay. 
Suppoſe he comes off Conqueror ? alas! 
For ſuch a Victory he ought to fioh— 
But, Lord! ſuppoſe it ſo ſhould come to paſs, 
Tm Majeſty comes off with a black Eye? 
Whether he loſe or win the Day, 
The World will chriſten it a paltry . 


- 5 Fg z ; 15 Kings 


| Indeed . hath prudently taken the Hint. Dx unv, in ſpite. of the 
' Royal Frown, hath had her Oratorios performed to the no ſmall Mortification of 
poor deſerted een 


: 
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Impertinent, to watch his Royal Motions. 


| [ 2} 


| Kings ſhould be never in the wrong — 


They never are, ſome Wiſe-Acres Wh 4 
Poh 1! ſuch a Speech may do for Birth-day . * 
But makes us en ras ara People fare 


I know a certain Owner of 2 a C—n, . 
Not quite a hundred Miles from Windſor Town, ; 


Who harbour'd of his N eighbour, horrid Noti ions 


A Widow Gentlewoman—who, he ſaid, 
Popp'd from her Window cy'ry Day her = 


„What? 


* Yet let us give an Inſtance of wrong Proceedings —A an ooo and 
Q , inſtead of having Concerts at their Palace, in the Style of other Princes, 
ſuch as the King of France, the Emperor, the Empreſs of Ruſſia, &c. have entered 


into a private Subſcription for a Concert in a pitiful Street. They pay their Six 


Guineas a- piece; and, what is more extraordinary, get in their Children, as we are 
told, gratis! What is ſtill more extraordinary, they have entered into a Bond for 
borrowing Two Thouſand Pounds for putting the Houſe into a decent Repair; fit for 
the Reception of the K - of the firſt Empire upon Earth. Of whom has this 

Money been borrowed ?—Marvelling Reader! of the poor Muſician's Fund !—which 
Money might have been placed out at a much ſuperior Advantage. Let me add, that 
the Subſcribers order a formal Rehearſal j previous to every Concert; fo that, in fact, 


they get a double Concert for their Money ;—undoubtedly, to the vaſt Satisfaction 


of the Fingers of the happy CRAMER, BonHI, SHIELD, CERVETTO, &c. who, 


in this Inſtance, earn their Money not 188 unlike che patient and laborious r 
called A Henle. | | | | 


11 


What? what? 1 May) I'll reach her Eyes 
Po take my Motions by Surprize—— 

One cannot breakfaſt, dine, drink tea, nor ſup, 

But, whip! the Woman's Head at once is out, 

To ſee and hear what we are all about: 
I'll cure her of that Trick—and block her * 


Mad a as His > Ay Galen | 

For fortifying ey'ry Place, 

From Dockyards to a Neceſſary Houſe— 
The M——ch dreamt of nothing but the Wall 
The ſaucy Spy in Petticoats to maul, 

12 95 make her cage Pride crawl like a Louſe. 


N ow Wikis: came, with formidable Stones, 


To block up the poor Widow Joxxs— 
Who mark d this dread Blockade, and, with : a 1 8 


And to the Cauſe of Freedom true 0 

One of the Old Hen's Chicks ſo blue, 

Faſt as the Ke. built up, the Dame pull'd dum. 

e 
. 1 Twas 


E 


Twas up — twas down— twas up again—' 'twas 
down 1 1 8 5 
Much did the 8 with chis Battle mow 
Between the valiant Widow and the K. 
That Admiration rais'd in Windſor Town: 
| The mighty, batt'ling BxovcaxTons'and the SLACKS) 
32 E er ew more 8 betted on a Backs. 
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Sing, Heay'nly Muſe, how ended this Affray? 
Juſt as it happens, faith, nine Times in ten, 
When Dames ſo ſpirited engage with Men— 

That is—the valiant Wipow won the Day. 


The K—— could not the Woman maul ; | 
But found himſelf moſt ſhamefully defeated ; 
Then very wiſely he retreated, 

And very prudently gave up the Wall. 


Now ſing, O Muſe, the warlike Ammunition 
Us'd by the Dame in her beſieg d Condition, 
That 


t 86 1 a 


That on the Hoſt of vile invaders flew ; 

Say, did no God nor Goddeſs cry out Shame 

And nobly haſten to relieve the Dame _ 
From ſuch a reſolute and hoſtile Crew ? 


 Yes—NeeTune, like her Guardian Angel, kind, 
Join'd the poor Wipow Jones, and ran up Stairs; 
There fiercely caught up certain Earthen Wares, 
And, pleas'd his fay'rite Element to find, 

Bid, on their Heads, the briny Torrents flow, 
ad waſh'd, like Shags, the Combatants below. 


The Goddeſs Stoned too, ſo hearty, 
Ruſh'd to the Widows Houſe, and join d the Party: 
But ſay, what Ammunition fill'd her Hand, 
Fame for the Widow to acquire, 
To bid the Enemy retire, 
And give to public Scorn, the daring r 


18 


What that Prong Au del was, the Bard 
_- Heard as a Secret therefore muſt not tell: 
Nor would he, for a T houſand Pounds Reward, 


To Beaux reveal it, or the ſweeteſt Belle. 
Yet 


t 5 1 


Yet Nature poſſibly hath made a Snout, | 
Bleſt ub ape oh to fine it ons. 


1 dont t : ſtand * e like a Cf 
Thy gaping Attitude provokes my Laugh . 
Thou think'ſt that Monarchs never can act ill: 
Get thy 2 ſhav d, poor Fool! or think o gill. 


„ Whether thou deem i my ; Story falſe or r true, 
ff I value not a Ruſh. „„ 
Wilt hay another?—** No. „N ay, Fade ag " | 
won't. Thou ſhalt, ls ewes! ſo * 
bun! 10 


But ere 1 give the e my e mates. . 
My Lavy Mobs, ſhall talk of We and Pride. 


Some 11 on T e are Children o on the Lap— 
Children, that all of us ſee ev ry Day A ug Eck 
Brats that kick, ſquall, and quarrel. with their Pap, 5 
Tearing and ſwearing they will have their Way: 
And what, too, their great Reputation rifles, | 
KINGS as juſt like Children, about Trifles. 


Moreove _ 


1 


Moreover—'ti tis a terrible Affair 

r Kingly Worſhip to be kick d by Fellows 
Who probably feed half their Time on Air, 
Mending old Kettles, or old Bellows. 


My Lavy Paipe's a very lofty Bzing, 

 Muchpleas'dwith People's ſcraping, bowing, kneeing, 

Fruitful in Egotiſms, and full of Brags— 1 
Hes LADYSsH˙dʒain nought can brook Denial ; 

And, as for Inſult, tis a killing Trial, 

And more eſpecially from Men of Rags. _ 


For PRIDE, ſuch is her Statelineſs, alas! 
Rather than feel the Kickings of an 4, 
Would calmly put up with a Leg of Hor/e; 
Wo hough pelting her with fifty times the Force: 
| Nay, though her Brains came out upon the Ground, 
Were Brains within her Head-piece to be found. 


nn A KING 
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A KING and a BRICK-MAKER. 
A T. A . 


AKN, near Pimlico, with Noſe and State, 
Did very much a neighbouring Brick-kiln hate, | 
| Becauſe the Kiln did vomit naſty Smoak ; 
Which Smoak I can't ſay very OY bred, 
Did very often take it in the Head | 
To blacken the Great Houſe, and try the K— 
88 choak. 


His ſacred Majeſty would ſputt'ring lay, 

4 Upon a windy Day, 

Il make the Raſcal and his Brick-Kiln hop— 
« P-x take the Smoak—the Sulphur !—Zounds !— 
It forces down my Throat by Pounds— 
« My Belly is a down-right Blackſmith's _” 


One 


5 59 ] 
One Day, he was 1 peſter d by a 1 Za 
Fe could not bear it, and thus bawl'd aloud : 
« Go” (roar'd his M——y unto a Page) 
Work'd, like a Lion, to a dev'liſh Rage, 
8 Go, tell the Raſcal who the Brick-Kiln owns, 
«© That if he dares to burn another Brick, 


e Black all my Houſe like Hell, and make me fick, 
* I'll tear his Kiln to Rags, and break his Bones.” 


Off BILLY Rauus fat, his Errand told: 
On which the Brick-maker—a little bold, 


Exclaim'd, ©** He break my Bones, good Maſter Page! 


« He ſay my Kiln ſhan't burn another Brick, 


_  « Becauſe it blacks his Houſe, and makes him ſick! | 


« BiLLY, go, give my Love to MasTzR's Rage, 
« And ſay, more Bricks I am reſolv'd to burn; 
« And if the Smoak his Worſhip's Stomach turn, 
Tell him to ſtop his Mouth and Snout— 


<< Nay, more, good Pacs—His M 
« Fl always take th' Advantage of the Wind, 
« And, dam me, try to ſmoak him out. 


This 


* ſhall - 


1 * 


This was a ſhameful Meſſage to a e 2 
From a poor ragged Rogue that dealt i in Mud: 

Vet, though ſo impudent a Thing 

The Fellow's Aber rick could not be withſtood. 


stiff a as . poor . EpMunD . 

This Barck-maxer went tooth and nail to work, 
And form'd a true Vzsuvivs: on the Eye: „ 

The Smoke in pitchy Volumes roll d aloag, 

 Ruſh'd through the Royal Dome with Sulphur ſtrong, | 
And thick mn darkes d _ the 0 


Thus did this Cloud of Darkneſ $ daily ſhade 
The Building for the Lord's Anointed made, : 
And blacken'd it, like Palls that grace a Burying : 
Thus was this Man of Mud and Straw we 4, 
And, at the Thought ſo wicked, overjoy d, 

Of U his n So _ like A .. 

Of f Groing 1 as we 40 f Ran of ins 

| Thoughpwith green Peas, a Diſh extremely fine: 


5 


But lo! this baneful Rogue of Brick 5 

Fell, for his Sov'RERIOx, fortunately ſick, 

And ere the Wretch could glut his Spleen and Pride 
By turning Monarchs into Bacon died. 


The modern: Bard cont Tom) fablimely aas 
Of ſharp and prudent economic Kings, 


Who Rams, and Ewes, and Lambs, and d Bullocks, ſeed, 


And 0p, of ev'ry. Sort of Breed : 


—Of Kin who pride e on \ fruitful Sows; $ 


Who ſell -ſkimm'd Milk, and keep a Guard ſo ſtout 


To drive the Geeſe, the thieviſh Raſcals, out, 
Thar ev'ry Wee ww to ſuck the *Cows: 


- a Kings who +Cabbages $a Ce plant 
For ſuch as wholeſome Vegetables want; 


8 Ni poſe for this Slory 6 be tn? We would rather give it as 
+ Mr. Wann mia kin Obey» Hh in the i Ba —bax he ale 
meant Cabbages and Carrots :=—the Fab proves u. 1 


oe E 5 


Wbo feed, too, Poultry for the People's gake, 8 
Then ſend it through the Villages in Carts, 

To cheer (how wondrous kind!) the hungry Hearts 
of ſuch as only py: for what they take. 


The Poet now, quoth Tom's rare Lucubration, 
Singeth Commercial TreatiesCommutation— 
Taxes on Paint, Pomatum, Milk of Roſes, 
Olympian Dew, Gloves, Sticking-Plaſter, Hats, 
Quack Medicines for ſick Chriſtians, and ſound Rats, 
And all that charms our Eyes, or Mouths, or Noſes. 


The modern Bard, fays Tom, ſublimely ang: 
Of virtuous, gracious, good, uxorious Kings, | 


— 


Who love their Wives ſo conſtant from their Heart 


Who down at Windſor daily go a ſhoppin "aa, 
I heir Heads ſo lovely into Houſes popping, 
And doing Wonders in on hagling Art. 4 


* 


And why, in God's Hons, ſhould. not han ond 1Kiogs 
Purchaſe a Comb, or Corkſcrew, Lace for Cloaks, 
_ Edging for Caps, or Tape for Apron-Strings, _ 

Or 985 or Bobbin, cheap as other Folks? 


. z 


Reader 1 
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Reader! to make the Eyes with Wonder 1 * 
I tell thee Farthings claim the Royal Care! 
Farthings are helpleſs Children of a Guinea: 

If not well watch' d, they travel to their Coſt 
For, lo! each Copper- viſag d little Ni _ 
Is o oe to — and to be loft. 


Extravagance 1 never dar'd did 

The greateſt Kings fhould fave a Candle-End; 

Since tis an Axiom ſure, the more Folks ne 
The more, indiſputably, they muſt have. 

Crown'd Heads, of ſaving ſhould appear Examples; 

And Britain really boaſts two pretty Samples! 


The ons Poet = quoth Tom again, 

Of ſweet Exciſemen, an obliging Train; 

| Who, like our Guardian Angels, watch our Houſes, 
And add another civil Obligation 

That addeth greatly to our Reputation— 
Hug, in our Abſences, our loving Spouſes. 


LA 


Reader! 


r 


* 


Swans, in their Son Not mutically, de. 
If that's the Caſe then, Reader, fo might 215 
Let me ing thy Wiſhes—ſtay my Rap 
And nurſe 


2 
* 


** 


In Continuation. 


Gare me an honeſt Fame, or grant me none,” 
| Says Pops (I don't know where), a little Liar ; 
Who, if he prais'd a Man, twas in a Tone 

That made his praiſe like Bunches of Sweet-Briar, 
Which, whilſt a pleaſing Fragrance it beftows, 
| Poys out a n Prickle on 9 8 N oſe. 


Were ſome Folks to eren 10 fill a Throne, 

ee Grant me an honeſt Fame, or grant me none; 
Such PIN ckS were upon the forlorn Hope, 
Soon, very ſoon, to Reputation dead; 
Their idle Laureats, faith, might ſhut up Shop, 
And bi White  Tofey Genius 800 to bed. ; 


bo” 
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Muſe, this i is all well Gd; but, not t Colfend- — 
- IS beg you will not cultivate Digreſſion— 
Plead not the Poets quidlibet audendi; 

For ſurely there are Limits to th' Expreſſion : : 
Then ceaſe to wanton thus in Epiſode, 
And tell the World of Mr. WaRTON's Ode. 


The modern Poet, Laureat Thomas ſays, 

To BoTany's grand Iſland tunes his Lays, 

Fix d for the Swains and Damſels of St. Giles, 
Whoſe K nowledge i in the H ocus-Pocus Art 

Bids them from Burralx ſomewhat ſudden ſtart, 5 
To teach to ſouthern Climes their Miniſterial Wiles : : | 


Improve the Wiſdom of the C Common Weal, 
And teach the fimple Natives how to teal : | 
The Picklock Sciences ſo dark, explains... 
And to ingenious Murther turn each Brain. 


Quoth Tom again—the modern Poet ſings : 


Of ſweet, good-natur'd, inoffenſive Kings; 
i we, 


Un 
Who, by a Miracle, eſcap'd with Life 
Eſcap'd a Damſel's moſt tremendous Knife; 
A Knife that had been taught by Toil and Art, 
"Tv pierce the Bowels of a Pye or Tart. 


Thus, having giv'n a Full Diſplay 
| Of what our Laureat ſays, or meant to ſay; 
I'll beg of Thomas to inſtruct my Ears, 
Why, in his Verſes, he ſhould call 
The Knights who grac'd the high-arch'd Hall, 
A Set of eo a-acl A 


why 1 the bold ſteel-clad Knights of elder ol 

Are not intitled to a little Praiſe, 

Who for God's Cauſe did Palace, Houſe, and Hur fel, 
As well as Monarchs of the preſent Date, 
Whoſe dear Religion, of which Poets prate, 

1 lodge, without much e in a a * 


« What King hath fall Religion thou replicſt— 
If G. . the Th. . thou A thou lieſt. 


"T2 Hold, 
nia the Word Savage in the Laurea's Ode for the New Year 
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Hold, homie ſo furious—1I know Thing 565 
That add not to the Piety aß. | 
I've ſeen a K. at Chapel, I declare, 

Vawn, gape, laugh i in the middle of a Pray? —_— 


When inwards his ſad Optics mul roll, 

To view the dark Condition of his Soul; 

Catch up an Opera-Glaſs with curious Eye, | 
| Forgetting God, ſome W s Phiz to o ſpy, i 
As tho deſirous to obſerve, if Heav'n | | 
Had Chriſtian Features to 4 5 

Then turn (for kind Communication, e 

And tell ſome new-found Wonders to the . 


Thus have theſe Eyes beheld a Cock 9 
(Indeed, theſe Lyric Eyes beheld one lately) ) 
Lab'ring upon a Dunghill with each Knuckle: 
When after many a Peck, and Scratch, and Scrub, 
This Hunter did unkennell a poor Grub, | 
On which the Fellow did lo ftrut, and a chuckle!” 


* « Ne 


4%) 


He peck d, and ſquinted - peck d kd kenn'd en, N 
Hallooing luſtily to Madam Hen; $65] £12. 5: 

To whom, with Airs of Triumph, 35 look d 10 
And told what noble Treaſure, he had Toung. 

5 « Ah! Peta: 1 Laureat Thomas Wy 

ce Thou haſt no Fear of Kines before thy Eyes; 
Great—Little—all with thee, are equal Jokes, 
c And mighty Monarchs merely common Folks. 
« Ah! wicked, wicked, wicked Peter, know—” 

| Know what? —*® that Monarchs are not My Show; 3 
ce Souls they poſſeſs, and on a glorious Scale 
T o this I anſwer, Thomas, with a Tale. 


e 
> & £2 


A Duke of Burgundy (I know not which) 

Thus on a certain Time, addreſs'd a Poet— 
4m much afraid of that ſame ſcribling Itch — 
« You've Wit but pray be cautious how you ſhow it; 
gay nothing in your Rhymes about a King— 
If Praiſe—'tis Lies—if Blame, a dangerous Thing.” 


83 e That 


e ) 


That i is, che Duke believed the Km _ 
e kick the "ny Poet to the Devil. 


ben W. 
Parzx, chere s Odds twixt ſtaring and fn mad— 
* 7. 
Who dared + dey it? So there i is, eg! 
9 0 W. 


Thou think ft 10 Prince of common n Senſe poſſeſt— 


9 p. „ 

Thomas! thou art miſtaken, I proteſt—. ity een 
On STanisLaus the Muſe could pour her Strain, 
Who, dying, ſunk a Sux upon Lorraine: 
Too, like the parted Sux, with Glory crown'd— 
He fill'd with Bluſhes deep th' Horizon round. 
FrzparICck the Gaar, who died the other e 
Had for himſelf, indeed, a deal to ſay: 

We muſt not which upon that Kine's Belief— 
Becauſe (I fear he ſeldom faid his Pray'rs— 


Nor dare we ſay the Hero was no Tir, 


1 Dy 
— 1 5 
S. 

* 


Becauſe he plunder'd ev'ry Body's Wares. 


I'm. 
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I'm told the Eurkkox is vaſtly wiſe— 

And hope that Madam Fame hath not told Lyes: 
Vet, in his Diſputations with the Dutch, 
The Monazcu's Oratory was not much: 

Full many a Trope from Bayonet and Drum, 

He threaten'd==but, ; behold U 'twas all a Hum. 
Wiſe are our gracious: — ſuperb Reflations, 
The Pride and Envy of the German Nations 
People of Faſhion, Worſhip, Wealth, and State — 
Lo! what Demand ou them, in Heav'n at late | 


Lol! with his e ev n ala now amd,” 
As fine a Soldier, faith, as ever ſtarted— | 
Whom Death did: almoſt dread to lay his Claws on 
Old Captain what's his Name?—*$4xzHILBERGHAUSEN': 85 
For whom (with Zeal, for Folks of Worſbip, burning) : 
We once again are black'ned up by Mourning ; 
To ſhow by Glove, Cloth, Ribband, Crape, and _ 
A Peck of Trouble for th old Gentleman. 


Good. 


uh Ate ,, ß ent na nnd 3s „ 
Great Uncle to our moſt gracious Q, He died in the EMPpxzRoR's Service. 


1 Tm 3 


* 


| Good-lack-a-daife hen what Dozens : 
Our Q——hath got of Uncles, Aunts, and Couſns! 
Egad, if thus thoſe Folks continue hin b 07 291 
Each Bziron doom'd to diſmal . | 
_ Muſt alway bear a Hearſe- like Back, 1 11 
And ke: HERAcCcLITUs, be always crying. 47 274 


Great is the N 1 confeſs! 
Much, in her Humour, like our good Quzzn BEss; 
Who keeps her fair Court-Dames from getting® drunk: 
And all ſo temperate herſelf, Folks ſay, | 
She ſcarcely drinks a Dozen Drams a Day ; 
And, in Love-matters, is a Quzen of Spunk. 


Yet like I not 177 he der a Wife — 
Such Heroines, in a matrimonial Strife, 

Might hammer from one' 8 tender Head bard Notes : 
I own my Delicacy 1s ſo great, |; 
I cannot in diſpute, with Rapture, meet 

Women who look like Men in Petticoats. 

ET, 

Oft 
* At an Aſſembly at Peterſburg, ſome Years ſince, which was honoured ITY the 
© Preſence of the Empreſs, one of the Rules Was, that no 8 ſhould come drunk 


into bogs Room. 


1 8 


ot! in a 1256 card Diſpute upon Pl | Cap, 
By way of e, one might have a 2 
P'rhaps on a fimple Petticoat or Gown—. - 

| Nay!" poſſibly on Mapam's being kif! 
And ag. I would rather be knock'd down 

By 1 0 oF At Argument, thai Wei ight 80 Fiſt. 


I like not Dames ies Sores runs 
On Battles, Sieges, Mortars, and great CW 
The milder Bxaurizs win my ſoften d Soul': | 
Who look for Faſhions with defiring Eyes: 
Pleas'd when on Wigs the Converſations roll, 
Ce Runips, and 12 N and Lovers Sighs. 


Loves! hep marry, give me not an Ox-— 1 

I hate a Wo like a Sawrar-Box; HEY LOUDE £ 
Nor can I deem the Dau a charming Creature | 
Whoſe hard Face holds an e in ev ry Feature. 


In Women—Angel-fnetinelh ws me ſee— 
No galloping Horſe-Godmothers for me. 1 
BY | I Town. 


4 


I own I cannot bibak fk manly Boller 0 
As MabgnorseLLs D'Eons, yp er PII 
Vet Men there are, (how ſtrange are Lovz's Decrecs mY 
| Whoſe PLATES HY n eee e ee pleaſe. 
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How Ji rent, 1 85 from thy Form, ſo fair, 
| That triumphs in a Love-inſpiring Air; 
Superior beaming evn where Thouſands ſhine— 
Thy Form!—where all the tender Graces play, 
aud (ang) Grow ee fel mt 
ec N we boaſt an Origin Ane P'_ off 


© 35 ta 5 9 1 tet: TY 
See too hy Nen or Frame Gem 1 ween!— 


With Rev'rence let me hail that charming ures, 
Bliſs to the King, and Luſtre to her Race: 
Though Vznvs gave of Beauty half her Store, 
And all the Graces bid a World adore— _ | | 
Her imalleſt Beauties are the Charms of Face. 5 


Heav'ns! why 3 for Virtus g you — 


LYN 


8k 
\ i 
7 

0 


e 
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Becauſe I cannot find them, Tom, ar Home. 


I beg your Pardon—yes—the Prince or WaLss 

(Whoſe Actions {mile Contempt on SCANDAL' s Tales) 
Ranks in the Muſe's F avour, high— 

1 wiſh /ome Folks, that I could name with Eaſe, 

Bleſt with i Head Heart—bisPow' rs to pleaſe— 
Then Prrr's Soul would ceaſe from many a Sigh. 


The SEED Site Courtiers, chat f. uround a T hrone 
And learn to ſpeak and grin from ons — 122 77 A 
Who watch, like Dancing-Dogs, their Maſter's Nod 
Are ready now, if Horſe-whipp' d from their Places, 
At CaxLTon-Hovuss to ſhew their ſupple Faces, 
And call oy PRINCE _ N a Gop. = 


'b C238" ; 


T7 'W. 
Think thou not Cx doth the Arts poſſeſs? 
Pe 
Arts in Abundance!—Yes, Tom—yes, Tom,—yes! | 
1 T. W 


t 76 15 
T. W. 


Thinkeſt thou not CSdR would is Joy forego, . 
To CONE: his Children. Happy? | | 


. 


No, Tom—no, . 


| NE . W. : | 
What! not one Bag to bleſs a Child, beſtow ?— 


iis of T: 
Heav'n help thy Folly! no, T om—no, Tom—no! 
The ſordid Souls that Avarice enſlaves, 1 
Would gladly graſp. their Guineas i in their Graves: : 
Like that old GxEEX—a miſerable Cur, 
Who made himſelf his own Executor. 


4 gt 


1 


. 


A Cat is with EL Shag ALF ay 

She licks ſo lovingly their-Mouths and Chins : 
At ev'ry Danger, Lord | how Puls is frighted— Th 
| She curls her Back, and ſwells her Tail, and grins: " 
Rolls her wild Eyes, and claws the Backs of Curs | 
Who ſmell too curious to her Children's F urs. 


This 


(md; 


This happens whilſt her Cats are young, indeed; 
But when grown up, alas! how chang'd their Luck! 
No more ſhe plays at Bo-peep with her Breed, 
Lies dann, and mewing bids them come and fuck: 


No more he ſports and pats them, friſks and purs; 
Plays with their little Tails, and licks their Furs; 
But when they beg her bleſſing and Embraces, 
ny like a dirty Vixen, in their Faces. 


Nay, after making the poor Lambkins fly, 

| She watches the dear Babes with ſquinting Eye; 
And if ſhe ſpies them with a Bit of Meat, 
Springs on their Property, and ſteals their Treat— 


No more a das Love ſhe ſeems to feel— 
The Dev'l, for her, may eat em at a Meal 
With all her Soul—the Jade, ſo wond'rous faving, 
Cries, - 6 Off | You now are at your own Beard-ſhaving.” 


80—to fs K—— this Evil Joth belongs | 
Th' Intelligence is good, I make no doubt 

Who really love their Offspring when they're young, 
But loſe that fond Affection when they're ſtout ; - 


# 


Far | 
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Far off they ſend them—nor a Sixpence give 
I wonder, Thomas, where ſuch Mo——«s live! 


Should ſuch a M ch, Thomas, croſs thy Way, 
And for thy Flatt'ry, offer Buts of Sack; 

Say plainly, that he would diſgrace thy Lay; 
And turning on him thy Poetic Back, =» 

Bid, like a Porcupine, thine Anger briſtle, 

Nor damn thy precious Soul to whet thy Whiſtle. 


1 1 , — 3 4 4 : A 
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THINK not, F riend Tom, I envy they thy tha 
By numbers, I aſſure thee, deem'd ſublime; 
Or that thy Laureat's Place my Spleen provokes : : 
The Kine (good Man!) and I ſhould never Quarrel, 
| | Fen though his Royal Wiſdom gave the Laurel 
To Mr. Tena, or JohN-A-Nokks. 7 
© . 


Old- faſhion' d, as if tutor'd in the Ark, 


I never figh' d for Glory's high Degrees; "Ip 


This very Inftant, ſhould our Grand Monarque 


: Say, ce PETER, he i my Laureat, if you pleaſe, 8 


i No, aloe your Majeſty,” ſhould be my Geraint 
With ſweeteſt Diffidence and modeſt Grace: 

«© The Office ſuits a more ingenious Man, Sir; 3 . 
« In God's Name, therefore, let him have the Place: 


„ Unlike the Poets, * tis my vaſt affliction 
wy To be a miſcrable Hand a 


b ö lein, 


27 


__ „But, Sir, 1 ru find ſome ' Lyric Vadertaker, | ; 
15 Acroſtic, Rebus, or Conundrum-Maker, | 
© Who oft hath rode old Pegaſus ſo fiery, 
4 Ad wo 1 the dwerpſtakes in the LAn's DEEAVY. 
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